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LEADERSHIP WON AND HELD 


The leadership of the Cord front-drive in the fine car 
field daily becomes more pronounced. This is traceable 
to the accumulative experience of Cord owners who 
enjoy advantages not obtainable in any other automo- 
bile. Included among these exclusive advantages are 
effortless handling, a different roadability, a sense of 
security, and an absence of fatigue for driver and passen- 
gers that obsolete any car less efficient and commodious. 


BROUGHAM $2395 - SEDAN $2395 - CONVERTIBLE CABRIOLET $2495 - CONVERTIBLE PHAETON SEDAN $2595 
Prices f. o. b. Auburn, Indiana. Equipment other than standard, extra. Prices subject to change without notice 
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JUDGING THE NEWS 


S' BGLACIAL holes have been found 
in the rocky cliffs at Inwood Hill 
Park on Manhattan Island. Since the 
park belongs to the city there is some 
talk of using these durable holes to 
pave the streets. 


Ax» a former husband would like to 
. know if one may include alimony 
payments under the heading of war 
debts’ moratorium. 


TT tariff threatens to take the place 

of the weather as an institution 
about which everybody talks and no 
one does anything. 





[ses there was the Scotch victim 

of the unemployment situation. 
He couldn’t find a job during his va- 
cation, 


As? right now prices are so low 

that if good times ever come back 
a lot of people may be able to pay 
for what they’re buying. 


jy Tiru the present style of tossing 


and heaving in wrestling, it 


seems to us that a parcel-post clerk 
could do a lot of damage to almost 
any opponent. 





A supGeE has decided that golfers 

play the game at their own risk, 
and if they are hurt the law can do 
nothing for them. Well, husbands 
have always seemed to take that con- 
dition for granted when playing 
bridge. 


Ar if they can’t get Legs Diamond 

on any other charge they might 
try arresting him for carrying con 
cealed bullets. 


Anotuer thing that shows which 
way the wind blows is the new 
size golf ball. 
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—and this is Papa. 
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The Latest Refrigerator 
Prorte think we just have an old- 


fashioned ice-box, but that’s only be- 
cause they’re not up on modern meth- 
ods. This business of making your own 
ice is silly and uneconomic. Years ago 
we gave up making our own clothes, 
baking our own bread and paying our 
own debts. Why should we retrogress 
at this stage of the game and make our 
own ice? 

Truly the refrigerator that turns out 
little home-made cubes can not last. In 
fact, it is already going. We have this 
new ice-box. We have our ice delivered 
to us by a man named Tony. Ready- 
made ice. Instead of making it in small 
pieces we get it in one big chunk, save 
it and chop it up as we need it. It 
seems to me that’s the future solution 
of our ice problem. C. C. 
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Tue Master—Emma! Have you seen my toupee? 
































“What's 





the matter, no speak English? You never see an American before?” 
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Revised 


I LOVE little kitties, 
Their coats are so warm; 
And if they'll keep out of 
newsreels, 
I'll do them no harm. 


And now it’s a question 
whether to stay home this 
summer and be waked up at 
six by the neighbor’s lawn- 
mower, or go to the seashore 
and have somebody’s out- 
board motorboat do it. 


Then there’s the acrobat 
who flipped himself to see 
who'd pay for the drinks. 


And why not forget all 
this war debt business, and 
just turn the old war in on 
the next one that comes 
along? 


Fourteen employees of the 
Census Bureau were dis- 
charged recently for smok- 
ing during office hours. A 
rule of the department, we 
are told, is that where there’s 
smoking there must be fir- 


ing. 


And it isn’t because a 
woman tries to make up her 
mind what to do in a traffic 
jam that causes accidents; 
it’s because she tries to make 
up her face at the same time 
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He Got the Job 


"Se you'd like to join our polar expedition? 
& 


Have you any special qualifications?” 
“Yessir, yessir.” The tall, hard-faced 
young man bent forward eagerly. His 
glacial blue eyes sparkled. “I’m just the 
fellow you want. I've spent the past four 
months in Northern atmosphere, and am 
thoroughly acclimated to frigid weather and 
exposure. I can speak five Eskimo dialects. 
I have a good working knowledge of har- 
poon fishing, igloo-building, dog-sledding, 
and Northern cookery. I also know sub- 
marines and ice-cutting equipment.” 

“You certainly seem to know what’s 
wanted. Have you ever been on a polar ex- 
pedition?” 

“No, sir.” 

“Live in the North?” 

“No, sir.” 

“Yet you've had some experience in this 
work, evidently.””. The man behind the big, 
flat-topped desk was puzzled. ‘“Would you 
mind telling me how you did become ac- 
climated to cold climates, and where you 
gained your extraordinary knowledge of 
polar exploration?” 

“Not at all, sir. I’m an usher in a re- 
frigerated newsreel theater.” 
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The Salesman Who Believed in Signs. 
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“Take it from me, Milly—there’s where the big money is! 


Absolutely 


NSANITY can be cured by 

mosquito bites, says a 
medical authority. And so 
can the desire to camp out 
over night. 


A national committee has 
been appointed to study rac 
keteering. Those who know 
expect the committee to ad- 
vocate its abolition. 


And we’re just beginning 
to feel the results of the ad- 
dition of five hundred men to 
the prohibition force: Re- 
cently a friend of ours vis 
ited twelve speakeasies in 
New York and every one of 
them had run out of liquor. 


Henry Ford, having con 
quered the industrial world, 
is now turning to agricul- 
ture. And we understand 
that a lot of farmers would 
like to do the same thing— 
if their gas stations and hot 
dog stands would only make 
them wealthy enough to af- 
ford it. 
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. . . ” 
“Young man, bring me a chair, my legs aren’t what they used to be. 


WHO SAYS JOBS ARE SCARCE? 


Neves before have there been so many jobs just crying 
4% to be filled and so few to fill them. Pick up a paper 
and you will see any number of positions advertised. What 
if they are mostly for salesmen! Salesmen have to live! 

In the course of our current reading we came across 
these Help Wanted insertions that are not calling for 
salesmen: 

Multitude or crowd estimator wanted by famous beach 
resort. Must be able to exaggerate and think in terms of 
hundreds of thousands. Good job for the right man. 
Duties light; just look at crowd and estimate it for publi- 
city purposes. Hot dogs, bicarbonate of soda, and unguen- 
tine free. Apply New Beach Development Company. 

Train window opener—Old established railroad desires 





“Hmmm! This will play the very devil with our budget!” 








“Mama! Daddy found your brooch!” 


services of strong man to travel on train and open windows 
for passengers as requested. Report for work with tools. 

Wrestlers wanted—Big chance for ambitious men _ to 
learn wrestling and earn money in spare time by engaging 
in professional matches. Clip the coupon today and clip 
your first opponent on the ear tomorrow. Greek Cor- 
respondence School of Wrestling. 

Gunmen—We are anxious to hire a number of expert 
gunmen for exterminating work. Pleasant work, easy hours. 
Those with cars especially desired. Successful applicants 
will be expected to furnish their own alibis. In stating 
qualifications give nickname, such as Big Dutchy, Knuckles 
Two-Gun, Cobra, Scarmugg, Dropper, or what have you’ 
Also Aliases and police records. Apply at The Hideway 
and ask for “Slug” Hoosis, the Big Shot himself. 

—R. C. O’Brien 
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ANYTHING FOR A LAUGH 
By Marion Deitrick 


ay HERE, at last! The feature’s start- 

ing. I’m crazy to see Charlie 
Chaplin again after so long, aren't 
you, John? I’m glad you finally de- 
cided I was right and what you need- 
ed tonight was something to make you 
laugh. Goodness, you certainly are a 
killjoy when you come home the way 
you did tonight, all melancholy and 
glum.” 

“Ump.” 

“Well, it’s not fair to me. I should 
think you'd feel you owed it to me to 
come home cheerful and smiling after 
being away all day. J always try to 
be pleasant and sunny.” 

“Ump.” 

“Of course I know you're sort of 
upset over the old business depression, 
but you ought to look on the bright 
side of things for my sake. Now forget 
your troubles, dear, and enjoy the pic- 
ture... .. Oh, look, isn’t that a scream? 

he’s sitting in the statue’s lap. By 
the way, you mustn’t forget to leave 
the money with me tomorrow to re- 
place that piece of antique statuary 
you broke at Mrs. Trunket’s party. It 
cost seventy-five dollars, she said. Oh, 
isn’t that screaming? What's the mat 
ter, don’t you think it’s funny, John?” 

“Sure. Uh-huh. You bet.” 

“Look at all the policemen. It 
seems as if they should remind me of 
Oh, I guess what I was 
thinking of was that summons you got 


something. 


for speeding. John, you mustn't for- 
get to appear at court tomorrow. Of 
course it’s too bad that man you 
wanted to see about the contract is 
coming to town, but I think it’s more 
important to obey your country’s laws. 

Oh look, the poor girl’s blind. 
Don't you pity poor blind people, 
John?” 


“Yeah, sure I pity em.” 

“I knew you did, so I knew you'd 
want to subscribe to the International 
Blind Fund. A poor blind man came 
to the house and told me all about it, 
so I gave him that check you left me 
to send to your dentist. . . . Oh, look, 
John, the man in the picture’s going 
to commit suicide! I never could see 
why any one would want to commit 
suicide, could you?” 

“Uh. 

“There, Charlie Chaplin’s going to 
save him. There’s another policeman. 
Oh, now I know—what I was think- 
ing of before wasn’t your summons at 
all, it was my ticket. For parking too 
long. I forgot to tell you. . . . Oh, 
isn’t that too killing? John! You're 
not laughing at all!” 

“Yeah. I’m laughing.” 

“And look at the gorgeous home the 
millionaire’s taking him to. Oh, dear, 
it’s terrible sometimes to think how 
we'll probably always be living in 
cooped-up apartments, with no luxu 
Look, 


he’s pouring the liquor in Charlie’s 


ries at all or anything nice... . 


pants. That reminds me, John, you've 
simply got to stop going out and 
drinking with those rowdy friends of 
yours. I want you to turn over a new 
leaf and stay home every night with 
I know the dancing 
reminded me of something. We're in 


me. ... There 


vited to the Rummages’ formal re- 
ception tomorrow night, and we've got 
to go whether you like it or not, be- 
cause I’ve already accepted for us... . 
My goodness, just look at the way 
he’s driving that automobile. Oh, now 
I know what it was the policeman re- 
minded me of, John! It wasn’t your 
summons or my ticket at all—it was 
(Continued on page 31) 





“The waiter has been in on so many deals, that I have made him a 
vice-president of the company.” 
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He rubbed his eyes in amazed surprise | 
At the sights he discovered about him. | 

| 

’ 


By a swell hotel stood a buxom belle, 
Wearing smooth silken stockings and knick- 
ers. 


| In a verdant grove sat a noisy drove 
| Of professional pinochle slickers. 
Axe 1, We aenenes 


} 
| : looked in vain for the old Dutch strain 
| H 


Of benevolent burghers and plowboys. 






The streets and stoops were alive with groups 
Of obstreperous pharmacy cowboys. 

| Where the church had stood near a friendly wood 
Was a shack that sold wieners and soda, =e > 

And the home his frau once had scrubbed served now [- a 


\s a gasoline Chinese pagoda. 
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] * felt strange fears, seeing racketeers 


From the “Dew Droppe Inne” came the awful din 


Being routed by uniformed troopers, 


me ks . Of the radio boop-boopa-doopers. 
( For a while he trod the historic sod 
‘ And reflected how time bringeth changes. 
Then he seized his pack and that night was back 
With the dwarfs in the high mountain ranges! 
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‘HELPFUL’ WIVES 


“V Tetcome home, John darling. I 

know it’s been a hot and tire- 
some trip but you won't have to sell 
art calendars very many more months. 
Yep, it’s a surprise. We're going to 
be rich, John dear. Well, since you 
can't wait, I'll have to tell you before 
dinner. Aunt Marcella sent over the 
nicest man—a Mister Johnson. And 
this Mr. Johnson has a patented de- 
vice that will make aeroplanes go side- 
ways. You attach it to any plane and 
it will go sideways. Mr. Johnson said 
that because of Aunt Marcella he was 
going to let us get in on the ground 
floor of his company. He had to have 
our order right away so I closed out 
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The Naturalist Who Went Out to Get Some Specimens. 


Situation 


He drys still insist that pro- 

hibition is a success. And 
the wets still disagree with 
them—when they happen to be 
sober. 


And a fellow at a party was 
telling us the other day that 
he had made a remarkable dis- 
covery. He says he discovered 
something that couldn’t be 
mixed with gin. 


Dora says she doesn’t know 
whether to smoke Old Golds 
and keep kissable or smoke 
Camels and walk a mile home 
from an automobile ride. 


In the past 300 years, says 
an authority, no one has been 
able to improve on the violin. 
And in the past six months the 
fellow upstairs hasn’t been able 
to improve on the saxophone. 
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our savings account and bought fifty 
shares of participating stock at fifty 
dollars a share. Mr. Johnson says 
it'll easily be worth five hundred dol 
lars a share before the year is out. 
That will give us a profit of twenty 
two thousand five hundred dollars! 
Why, John! You never spoke so 
harshly to me before! Is that so? 
Well, this is positively the last time 
I'll ever try to make any money for 
you. Your supper is on the table. Go 
eat it yourself.” 


“We, well, so you’re John’s Aunt 
Nellie ? 


Really, you don't look 
a bit like I pictured you from John’s 
description. But those men—they’ve 
only got eyes for a doll-baby, haven't 
they? He never told me a word about 
your lovely smile. He just said ‘Aunt 
Nellie isn’t exactly a Ziegfeld beauty, 
but she’s got character in her face.’ 
And really, 1 want to tell you, that | 
wasn't a bit angry when you threat 
ened to disinherit John if he married 
me. I said to him ‘I’m convinced 
Aunt Nellie isn’t as self-centered and 
unsympathetic as you've led me to be 
lieve.” Think of it! Worrying about 
your money when we both wish you a 
long life full of happiness. So you 
just make yourself right at home 
while I fix supper. John doesn’t know 
you're coming. I didn’t tell him a 
word. He would have said—I mean 
I want to give him a real surprise 
when he gets home from the office and 


> 


finds his favorite aunt here! 
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“Let me catch you cheatin’- 


‘Go morning, Mr. Sinsbaum. Yes, 

I sent a note to your office ask- 
ing you to call. No, nothing is wrong. 
In fact, I want to take this opportu 
nity to tell you how pleased we are 
with our apartment. I’ve lived in New 
York for fifteen years and I can’t re- 
call an apartment house that gives 
vou better value for your money. The 
elevator and hall boys are courteous 
and dependable. And that last deco- 
rating you did for us was just right. I 
might say, Mr. Sinsbaum, that we are 
in love with our little apartment and 
[ think you are to be complimented 
for the excellent way this house is 
being operated. What did I want to 
talk to you about? Oh, yes! You know, 
our lease expires the first of next 
month and owing to business condi- 
tions my husband wants me to ask you 
for a 20 per cent. reduction in rent!” 


“Wee so happy to have you with 


us, Mr. Parkinson. Though 
Harry says the boys at the office call 
you ‘The Old Man,’ you certainly are 
a young-looking person to be at the 
head of such a large corporation. 
Please make yourself comfortable in 
our humble home. It isn’t’ very 
swanky, I know, but then some day 
when Harry gets his promised raise 
and you make him sales manager, we 
hope to have a nicer place. You see, 
we don’t do very much entertaining out 
here, Mr. Parkinson. I only invite 
people who'll be helpful to Harry in 
his business career. I’m sure you un- 
derstand. A young man has to culti- 
vate influential persons these days to 
get ahead. But, of course, I didn’t 
dream of any such thing when I told 
Harry to have you out.” 


—will you! 


“Pst! 





Hey, Buddy! 


” HY, officer, my husband wasn’t 


going forty miles an hour! I 
watched the speedometer myself and 
he wasn’t doing a mile over thirty- 
three. You say the speed limit is twen- 
ty-five? Er, well probably our speed- 
ometer’s wrong. I’m sure he wasn’t 
doing a mile over twenty-three. So 
you better put away that summons 
pad. My uncle’s cousin knows the 
mayor here and you'll just forget this 
incident if you want to keep your job. 
Why, | wouldn’t dream of threatening 
you. I see. Then maybe a ten-dollar 
bill would sort of fix things up, eh? 
Who's trying to bribe you? I sort of 
thought that maybe you could use a 
few dollars for some little trinket or 
other. Oh, please, you wouldn't arrest 
me just for being thoughtful, would 
you? That’s like all you men, trying 
to take advantage of a woman who 
just wants to help out her husband.” 





Wanna buy a hooked rug?” 


“Hey—who’s drivin’ ’at car?” 
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Cutting Capers for Caper-Sauce 
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INTERVIEW 


my paper—the Daily Torch. But 
you the Big Shot, or are you just a Fro 


RackeTrEER—Well, financially speaking, I’ve been suc- 
cessful, and I assure you I represent no group. 
Reporter—Have you ever taken a r: 


I mean buried in the big house—on ice: 


RaACKETEER—No, I’ve never been tha 


Rerorter—lI suppose you always hired a good mouth- 


piece when you got in a jam? 


RackeETEER—Naturally, I have always tried to protect 
my interests with the best legal talent available. 
RerorteErR—Now, as to bumpin’ off guys, and takin’ ’em 
for a ride, what’s the payoff on that racket? 
RacKkETEER—Assassinations are always regrettable, 
Rerorrer—Isn't it true that most of these punks get 
» in all the time? 


drilled because they are trying to muscle 
{ACKETEER—Yes, the elimination of 


is sometimes necessary to insure peace a 


{ePorTER—Don't you go nuts sometimes thinking about 


; the stiff racket? Can't you ever see y 


eight ball—and then headman at a cold meat party? Maybe 


some day you'll find yourself holding 


mean a stiff jolt up the river. Don’t you figure on being 


topped by some torpedo eventually? 
> 


write-up in the paper. You read the tal 
RacKETEER—I read them, all right. 


what you've been talking about. —R. C. O’Brien 


RReroerea—I'm here to get an interview with you for 


ap—been in stir— 


{acKETEER—Every profession has its hazards. 
Reporter—Well, thanks a lot. It’s interesting to get 

all this real gangster lingo for our readers. Look for a 

sloids, don’t you? 
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That’s how I know 














“Hey!—How much?” i 
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WENT Y representative business leaders, after a conference today, 
declared that they hadn’t the slightest idea what caused the de- 


pression, or how or when it would end. 
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OHN J. SATCHELFOOT, 
traffic cop at the corner of 
38th Street and Fifth Avenue, 
; New York, stopped a car this 
morning to baw! out a driver HE mechanics of the Horseshoe Garage, of Tuscaloosa, Ariz., 
and was himself arrested for saditeedl sia timtil Gasiht mane tap Mains Mh Delite ition ie 
Sleching walle. ré peires ane wrnee back a car to Walter S. willie , on the very 
‘ day they said they would. They also found there was less wrong 
with the car than they originally thought there was. 


|, THAT’S NEWS! 
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Contrast 


N the same day, we ran across 
two items in print which af- 


ford an impressive contrast. 

One advertisement, with 
this headline: “By the Bremen and 
the Graf Zeppelin to the Arctic.”’ You 
were offered the chance to sail from 
New York, fly by plane from Bremen 
to Berlin, and there transfer to the 
great dirigible for the flight to Petro- 
grad, Franz Joseph Land and the 
Arctie Circle, returning to Berlin in 
about a week. Fare for the air trip, 
$2,500, 


was an 


The contrasting item was a state- 
ment by Mr. Dard Hunter, the book- 
making genius, that he is planning 
to “go to an island in the South Seas, 
leaving behind him all the tools of 
civilization, for the purpose of mak- 
ing a book exclusively from materials 
ind tools provided by nature in a 
primitive tropical environment. 

“It is my desire to take up my 
home in this far-off island and without 
iny materials, tools, or appliances of 
civilized print a_ book. [ 
hope to build my own small paper- 
mill, using only the 
other native materials at 


countries, 
bamboo and 
hand, and 
from the various grasses and vegeta- 
tion form sheets of paper upon moulds 
of my own construction. The ink 
could be extracted from the bark of 
trees, but I am still puzzled as to how 
the type could be made if metal was 
not available. The papermaking would 
be simplicity itself. The text matter 
would be an autobiography and the 
edition would be limited in 
through absolute necessity.” 

Man’s 
space as they have conquered nearly 
everything else. 


number 


machines are conquering 
To most of us this 
conquest is thrilling and we would 
not choose an age that was otherwise. 
But there are left rebellious 
anachronistic souls, like Mr. Hunter, 
who would flee this civilization, who 
long for the ancient ways, and who 
will undergo what we call hardship 
to find what they call peace. Which 


some 





PS OTE : 
NRT ia tS RRA EF age AA tee oe 


a RE ie ES EY ST at ae 





are right? None can say truly. The 
logie of history suggests that the Zep 
pelinites will prevail over the primi- 
tives. And yet, so astute a prophet 
as Stuart Chase believes that it is 
just possible that mankind may in 
good time repudiate the machine and 
beat a retreat to the quiet nooks of 
handicraft culture. 
mighty spiritual struggle is going on 
among us, and part of the joy of liv- 
ing in these times is to observe it. 


Certainly a 


The Butler Plan 


Ntcxorss But ver is sail- 
1 


ing home after an extremely use- 
ful tour of Europe. On 


casions 


Murray 


several oc- 
said what 
needed to be said and could be said 
most effectively by an American and 
a private citizen. At Paris 
for example, he pointed out that “the 
characteristic 


over there he has 


in June, 
feature of the experi 
ment in Russia, to my mind, is not 
that it is but that it is 
being carried on according to a plan 


communistic 


in the face of planless opposition. ... 
I have concern for the 
with a plan competing with a plan- 
And a few weeks later 
at London, when the world was echo- 


great man 
le SS world.” 


ing with cheers for Hoover's morato- 
rium, he said, “The Hoover plan is 


just the thin edge of the wedge,” and 


proposed an international conference 
of twenty or twenty-five leading econ- 
omists and twenty or twenty-five men 
of practical affairs 
whatsoever to do 


having nothing 
with governments. 
“I would like to have these men lay 
down a series of proposals for better 
organization of the world and suggest 
steps to be taken quickly for economic 
recovery.” 

Silas Strawn that he doesn’t 
believe Dr. Butler realizes how many 
international committees are already 
working, and that another one is not 
not. But the 
point of Dr. Butler’s proposal was 
that no government should have any- 
thing to do with the conference, and 
that it should keep strictly away from 


savs 


necessary. Perhaps 
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every seat of government—and should 
not under any circumstances meet in 
America. Even the 
Chamber of Commerce, supposed to 


International 


be a body of business men, held its 
recent session at Washington and al 
lowed itself to be directly influenced 
from the White House. This world is 
being run by the industrialists 
anyway. It is 


and 
financiers time for 
them to come out behind the 
petticoats ot and _ take 


open and full responsibility. 


Folks Around the World 
Pe and Gatty started around the 


world with $35 in their pockets. 
Their gasoline and oil were arranged 
for in advance, on credit. But to 
other expenses, incidental 
and personal, they took only $35 in 


from 
government 


cover all 


cash. And they brought every cent 
of it back. ‘“‘We never had a chance 
to buy anything,” says Post. “We 
were treated to such generous hos- 


pitality everywhere that we never got 
pocketbooks.” 
Nearly half of their time was spent 
flying over Russia, and five of their 
landings were in that wild and wicked 
land. ‘‘As we look back on it new,” 
Post, ‘“‘there much dif- 
ference in the people. Everyone was 
kind to us in whatever country we 
found ourselves. From what we have 
seen of them, the peoples of the world 
are alike except for their languages.” 


our hands near our 


says wasn't 


A few sentences of testimony such 
as this are worth a dozen international 
Give the airmen 
time and they'll undo the harm done 
by all the hot-air men. For centuries 
the diplomats have kept alive the de- 
lusion that peoples differ, that “‘na- 
tional interests” arise out of racial 
differences and that conflict is the 
natural and normal state of the human 


conferences. cool 


species. 
come back laughing at the boundaries 
which they crossed so fast, to tcll the 
world the valuable truth that all the 
folks are much the 


Honest, simple observers 


same. 


Bad. 
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“ Ahh—Haaa-a-a! And she said she was going to spend the week-end at her mother’s!” 
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: Parting 

; T™ sea is calling—farewell! fare- 
4 well! 

€ I would I could linger longer... 


Together we've been through heaven 


and hell, 


But the call of the sea is stronger. 


O. I must down to the salt sea-spray 
Where the waves leap up like foun- 
oe 
It's only for two weeks anyway, 
And you know how I hate the moun- 
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Faruer—T his is just in case you’re 


bad while I’m away! 
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Tree Surceon—lIt’s a boy! 
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Definition 
A ladies’ fashion expert is a person 
who can get more style out of less ma- 
terial. 


In Scotland the customer is always 


right—if he doesn’t want his money 
back. 
Nitr—Who was it said, “The re- 


ports of my death have been greatly 
exaggerated”? 


Wir—John Barleycorn. 


Ordeal 


“S? vou’re a coward—eh ?” 
“No, sir, but ie 
“Guess you got cold feet—eh? 


’Fraid something will happen to your 
plane? ’Fraid you'll crash—eh?” 
“Oh, no. I’m not afraid of fly- 
ing——”’ 
“’Fraid to do blind-flyin’? I guess 
that’s about the size of it.” 


“No. I’ve been doing blind-flying 
for months. And I certainly want to 
thank you for arranging this great 


round the world trip for me, even if I 
can’t accept it—I 5 

“What do you mean you can’t ac- 
cept it? You're gonna get over this 
yella streak. Now tell me what both- 
ers you. You're afraid. Ain't 
afraid?” 

“Yes, I’m afraid in a way, but 

“Aw, a fella’s got to take a chance 


you 
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“But we did try to settle it out of court, Judge!” 


nowadays. These long flights ain’t so 
bad as you think they'll be.” 

“I can’t do it. It’s not the flying. 
It’s not the distance. But I can’t do 
it. I can’t face it.” 

Quit shuddering. My 
God, don’t break down.” 

“T can’t face it, fella. 
I can’t. Those lunches! 
ners ! 


“Come on. 


It’s me 
Those din 


The mayor's 


use. 


7 ' ' 
hose greetings ! 
! 


welcome! The committee’s welcome ! 


The people’s welcome! The speeches ! 
Good Lord, the speeches! No, no, I 
can’t—nope, I can’t make the 
fella. 


trip, 
I can’t do it.” ,. 


Sluggish Market 


Slugs are a great annoyance to slot 
machine operators. If they aren’t get 
ting them in their machines they're 
getting them in themselves. 
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Tt is a long time now since I inau- 
gurated the first volume in the 


series known as “The American 
Credo.” yet hardly a week goes by 


that there does not come to me, from 
another of the land, 
further contribution to the sum 
total of the philosophical convictions 
of the native cerebrum. 


one corner or 


some 


Occasionally, 
indeed, I myself still manage to de 
duce an illuminating sample without 
outside assistance, and by way of cele- 
brating the tenth anniversary of the 
publication of the original compen- 
dium I today embrace the opportunity 
to present to you a number of the 
latest findings. Herewith, then, some 
additional articles in the critical faith 
of the great American people, includ- 
ing—it is possible—your own eminent 
self: 


1. That a hoop snake can take its 
tail in its mouth, roll along and sting 
a tree by plunging its tail into it, and 
that the tree will thereupon promptly 
die. 

2. That the United States Govern- 
ment moved all the remaining 
tribes of Indians to the desert regions, 
where the poor souls have to dig into 
the ground to get enough water to 
keep from dying of thirst, and that 
the happy-looking Indians who go to 
the Carlisle Indian School aren't really 
full-blooded Indians at all, but the 
offspring of Indian mothers and white 
Don Juans who went across the coun- 
try in the covered wagons or of In- 
dian fathers and New England spin- 
ster-ladies who went West to 
school. 

3. That, to be juicy and sweet, 
watermelons must be planted when 
the moon is right. 

+. That if a person touches the nest 
of a partridge, she will abandon it, 
and that to remove the eggs success- 
fully the business should be done with 
a spoon. 


has 


teach 


5. That all doctors admire and re- 
spect each other immensely. 


6. That spittle from a_ tobacco 
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chewer will promptly heal a wasp 
sting. 
7. That the 5-and-10-cent stores 


lose a little on every article they sell 
but make a fortune on the annual tre- 
mendous turn-over. 

8. That planting sunflowers around 
the house will keep away disease. 

9. That all hidden 
gardens with secret cemeteries where 


convents have 
the babies of nuns are buried. 
10. That no well-bred person whis- 
tles. 
11. That all of Earl Carroll’s re- 
hearsals are gone through in the nude. 
12. ‘Fhat all working girls hate to 
be pawed and immediately fall in love 
with anyone refraining from doing so. 
13. That cigar store with a 
green blind in the window is a speak- 


easy. 


any 


14. That such lingo, employed by 
Amos ’n’ Andy, as “‘I’se regusted,” 
“whut’s de propolition?” “I feels re- 
barrassed,” “you ain't got no recon- 
sideration for anyone,” “‘unlax”, and 
““as Ah sees de sichiation,” constitutes 
an imitation of the way darkeys actu- 
ally talk. 

15. That in run by 
Irishmen, newsboys are always al- 
lowed to circulate freely and sell their 
papers, because the Irish restaurant 
owners started as newsboys them- 
selves and are consequently very sym- 
pathetic toward them. 

16. That it is bad to order oysters 
in a fashionable restaurant, because 
they are always opened in a bunch 
early in the morning by one of the 
dishwashers, due to the swell chef’s 
disdain of such lowly business—and 
that as a result they lose their fresh- 
ness by dinner time, turn a little green 
and are likely to poison one. 

17. That when a very rich man 
commits suicide it is generally because 
he realizes that it has been his money 
that has been a hindrance to happi- 
ness. 

18. That Bernarr Macfadden, be- 
fore coming down to his office in the 


restaurants 
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morning, invariably puts on running 
shorts and runs all the way up to 
Nyack and back, stopping only a few 
minutes on the return trip to eat a 


dish of cereals, and that before he 
goes home at night he takes off his 
chemise, stands at an open window 


and negotiates 2,500 deep breathings, 
after which he drinks six glasses of 
spinach juice. 

19. That the majority of plays pre- 
sented in the theatre every season 
after April first are put on by shoe 
string producers who haven't a cent 
in the bank and who the 
money from the scene-painter, the " 
leading lady or their barbers. bt 

20. That Hollywood, since the ad- 
vent of the talkies, has become very 
moral, that all the old-time rough par- 
ties have abandoned, and that 
all the girls now go to bed every night 
at 9:30 with their husbands and are 
all eager to have little ones to bless 
their homes. 

21. That the late President Hard- 
ing, because he used the word nor- 
malcy, was a very illiterate man. 

22. That all the stenographers in 
the offices of Vanity Fair ave beautiful 
ex-chorus girls and that at 4:30 every 
afternoon cocktails are served all 
around and the editors dance with the 
girls until it is time to go home, 
whereas, on the other hand, the ste- 
nographers in the offices of the Atlan- 
tic Monthly are all dreadful old maids Z 
and the editors the kind of men whom 
the mere sight of a drink would nau- 
seate. 

23. That the late James Gibbons 
Huneker drank a keg of Pilsner every 
day and wrote all his articles and 
books at Luchow’s. 


borrow 


been 


ee 


24. That men who go to France to 
write books are all empty posturers 
who sit around the cafés, talk art and 
never accomplish anything. In other 
words, futilitarians like Ernest Hem- 
ingway, Ezra Pound, James Stephens, 
Julian Green, the late Arnold Ben- 


(Continued on page 32) 
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RETURNING VACATIONISt—Gad, but it’s great to get away from it all! 
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The truck driver mows his lawn. 


Just Gas 


Gcexe— A kitchenette apartment. 
The bell rings. 

Tue Lapy (opening door)—Who is 
it? 

Tue Man (stepping in)—Gas. 

Tue Lapy—We have some. 

Tue Man—lI want to look at your 
gas meter. 

Tue Lapy—I don’t see why. It’s 
absolutely nothing to look at. 

Tue Man—Lady, I’m from the gas 
company. 

Tue Lapy—Well, why don’t you 
say so? (She discloses the hiding 
place of the meter.) 

Tue Man (giving the meter a light- 
ning glance)—Urmph! 

Tue Lapy—Do you mean to tell 
me that you read the meter like that? 

Tue Man—Soitinly. 

Tue Lapy—Well, I never! You 
have a photographic eye, haven’t you? 

Tue Man—Yeah. 

Tue Lapy—I do think that’s too 
wonderful! Were you born with it, 
or did you train yourself? 

Tue Man—Lady, wot the devil are 
you talkin’ about? 

Tue Lapy—Your eye. Were you 
born with it? 

Tue Man—Soitinly I was born 
with it. 

Tue Lapy—Well, you needn't take 
it so for granted. You might have 


trained it yourself, you know. Looking 
into a shop window and noting the con 
tents, for instance. 

Tue Man—!I got no time to look in 
shop windows. (He starts to go.) 

Tue Lapy—No! No! Come back 
here. 

Ture Man—Wot for? 

THe Lapy—You’re from the gas 
company, aren’t you? 


Tue Man 
gas company. 

Tue Lapy—Well, I want you to 
know that the grade of gas we've been 
getting lately is very poor. 

Tue Man—What’s the matter with 
it? 

Tue Lapy 


Soitinly, I’m from the 


—I don’t know—it just 
doesn’t seem to be as hot as usual. 
Things take longer to boil, for in 
stance. 

Tur Man—Maybe it’s your stove. 

Tue Lapy—lIt isn’t my stove, it’s 
the gas company’s. 

Tur Man—Well, tell them about it. 

Tue Lapy—I am. 
about it. 

THe Man —Lady, you ain’t telling 
me athing. I just read gas meters. 

Tue Lapy—But you 
English, don’t you? 

Tue Man (indignantly)—Do I 
look like a Polack? 

Tue Lapy—Now don’t be imperti 
nent. I want you to know that I am 
not at all pleased with the kind of 
gas we've been getting lately, and... 

Tur Man—Lady, I can’t help that. 
That ain’t in my department. You go 
to the company and you go up to the 
complaint desk and you tell them all 
about it. They'll be glad to hear it. 
Yeah—they might even offer you a 
job. 


I’m telling you 


understand 


Tue Lapy—A job with the gas com 
pany? 
what? 

Tue Man—Filling up the tanks! 
(He goes out, slamming the door.) 


Oh, how very amusing. Doing 


CURTAIN 


—H. W. HaneMANnn 





“There’s something wrong with this mask!” 
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The Good Old Days 
Te Gin Mills of the Beer Gods 


tumble exceedingly fast. 

It seems only an evening ago when 
I could choose a brownstone stoop in 
Fiftieth Street, between Fifth and 
Sixth Avenues, ring its bell, be recog- 
nized, admitted and become a worm 
with a glow. I mingled with folk who 
reveled in a smirk at the Hate-teenth 
Amendment. 
ances increased at the rate of thirty a 


My circle of acquaint- 


night and falling in love was a mo- 


notonous ritual. I became an inces- 
sant baritone—an easily provoked 
minstrel who plugged “There's a 
Long, Long Trail A-Winding” and 


“Good-bye, Girls, I’m Through!” in 
harmony with the well-known “Coupla 
Other Fellas.” 
writer listen to me ten minutes one 


I saw a popular song 


night and then leave hurriedly, per- 
haps to turn my variations of “Dolly 
into the next week's city-wide 
whistling. I gave plots to playwrights 


Gray” 
and novelists freely. I cured beauti 
ful girls, blondes or brunettes, of hic 

between brawling 
a little too impul 
I predicted crash after crash 
in the stock market. I’ve sympathized 
with millions of depressed ladies—set- 


cups. I stepped 
pairs, sometimes 


sively ! 


ting their faces into the sunlight of 
righteousness and getting their tele- 
phone numbers. I've leaped over the 
bar and taught 


new concoctions. 


bartenders amazing 


When I appeared 


Y! — DID YOU HAPREW 
COME ACROSS A FLASHING 


(0) 
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JUNIOR 


ADMITS TO 


on the stoop alone and was admitted 
[ usually left a message with the door- 
“I’m expecting a tall 
She'll ask for And 
thereafter any unaccompanied blondes 
who entered the place would be ush- 
ered to me, and though they always 


man such as 


blonde. me.” 


would say, “There must be a mistake 
—I don’t know the gentleman—” a 
conversation would be started. 

In other words, I am the composite 
man, dispossessed by Mr. Rockefeller 
to make way for his new Radio City. 

While all my old haunts were being 
wrecked and carried away, I leaned 


on the protecting fence and sadly 
watched each tumbling stone. I won- 


dered if they’d found the bamboo stick 
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I'd lost in Beppo’s. Had the wreckers 
come across any more of the beads 
I'd seattered from a fair neck in Joe’s 
one November night? And the hat 
I'd left as security in the Cat Club 

did they find it hanging on a corner 
of the cash register back of the cellar 


bar? And the portrait of the chorus 
girl in topper and_ stockings I'd 


sketched with a burnt Bourbon cork 
on the plaster wall of George’s—had 
that been preserved for Mr. Rockefel 
ler’s private gallery or had it been 
rejected? And had they found the 
flashing, black-eyed girl 
she’d wait for me at the bar of Tony’s 
if it took me years to find a taxi in the 


who said 


rain? 

Sadness, what-ho and no end! 

Mr. Rockefeller might have left one 
old brownstone house in the middle of 
50th St.—as a sort of shrine in hilari 
ous memory to the street’s fun from 
sun through moon to sun. Mr. Rocke 
feller wouldn't miss twenty feet out of 
that great block! And maybe that 
one old note of damp architecture is 
just what the Radio City pile needs to 
stabilize its lines. 

And yet silver lining— 
all last week my carried an- 
nouncements; Beppo has reopened in 
Forty-seventh ping-pong and 
backgammon rooms; Joe is in East 
Sixty-first and requests formal dress 
after theatre; The Cat Club is now 
The Intimate in West Fifty-sixth, 
with modernistic litter; George has 
taken a 
East Seventy-way and features little 
individual bars on wheels, which you 


good ol’ 


mail 


with 


whole house somewhere up 


can drag around and up and down the 
elevators and be your own bartender; 
The Mad House moved name and all 
to an uptown street, east, hard by the 
beer gardens; The Knock Knee is now 
the Trés Petite under the Third Ave- 
nue L, and thus, Poo-Pa- 
Doop, Fiftieth Street, West, 
still exists, in a scatterish 
way, practically intact. 


The Outdoors Inane 
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~s ‘ 
et the ping-pong table 
S ping-pon, 


on the lawn and using 
a tennis ball and one or 
both hands, play a game of 
tennis that does not neces- 
sitate covering a huge court 
and it will give you just as 





much thrill as the real 


game. 
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The Parlor Inane 

Bas on “Peter Thompson's Trip 

to New York,’ which amused 
your Great Aunt on long afternoons 
under the maples, but a good deal 
more suggestive and_ sophisticated, 
Ruth Harding Pack’s new game called 
“Blankety Blank” is hereby tendered 
for your inane attention. All you need 
is a copy of Ruth’s book, a pencil and 
a fertilized imagination. Any num- 
ber can play. Each one is told to 
write down a prescribed list of words 
deftly inserted in a form printed in 
the book. Then the 
aloud and the 
their improper places, 


story is read 
fitted into 
followed by 


words are 
loud lecherous laughter all around 
at least that’s the idea. 


Dog Days 
"Tue wife of a friend of mine began 
dropping into the 
drug-store 


neighborhood 
afternoons two or three 
times a week for a cooling soda. On 
these occasions she usually was walk- 
ing her police dog. The dog would 
accompany her into the drug-store and 
stand on his hind legs with his paws 
on the counter and lick a dish of ice- 
cream alongside his mistress. A day 
or two ago she received her month’s 
statement from the drug-store and on 
it were twenty three ice-cream items 
totaling $3.45, puzzled her. 
The lady telephoned the drug-store 
and learned that her dog had been go- 
ing there 


which 


alone 
morning shortly 


practically every 
after his breakfast 
ind hanging on the counter until he 
was served with ice-cream. 


Eye-Queues 
Tare a narrow strip of paper, say 

a foot long and an inch wide. The 
paper, of course, has two sides and 
four edges. Now fold the paper so 
that it will have only one edge and 
one side. 

The combined ages of Mike and Ike 
are 100 years. 
quarter times as old as Ike was when 
Mike was 10 years older than Ike is 
today. How old is Mike? 

A man died and went to Heaven. 
Having led such a dissolute life on 
earth St. Peter was loath to admit him. 
But the fellow pleaded so to get in, 
and St. Peter, not being in such bad 
mood that day and wishing to give him 
another chance, said: “I'll let you 


Mike is one and one- 





in permanently if you can go in among 
those angels there and, without ask- 
ing any questions, pick out Adam and 
bring him to me. I'll give you ten 
minutes.” The chap went in and 
brought back Adam in less than the 
time limit, never having laid eyes on 
Adam before. How did he do it? 
Last week’s: No. 1: Smith must 
have said “I am a truthful man” be 
cause if he were a truthful man he 
would not say “I am a liar,” and if he 
were a liar he would not say “I am 
a liar,’ either. This makes 
statement untrue and Jones therefore 
is a liar. 


Jones’ 


Since he is a consistent liar, 
his statement that Brown is a liar is 
not true a truth- 
Brown having referred 
to Smith as a truthful man must be so, 
Brown always tells the truth. 
Smith is therefore truthful, Jones a 
liar and Brown truthful, too. 

No. 2: That number is 226999622. 


and Brown must be 
ful man too, 


since 


The Road to Mandalay 


pe ewonwe myself along the 
Coast a recent Sun- 
day night I thought it’d 
be nice to make the trip 
back to New York by 
the S. S. Mandalay, that 
old barnacled tub of love 
that has been plying be- 
tween the Battery and 
the Skeeter Coast for 
lord knows how many 
years and is as much an 
institution as the Albany 
Night Boat, only they 
have cabins on the lat- 
ter. I wanted 

how things were. 


Jersey 


to see 


Well, are things ship-shape? 
They are! After this you can 
have your week-end trips to 
Bermuda because I have tasted 
(and smelt) life in the raw. 

I started off from Atlantic 
Highlands, the weirdest point of 
embarkation it’s ever been my 
lot to encounter. I—but wait a 
minute, you must hear about it. For 
no reason at all you walk into a kind 
of Luna Park and ask your way to the 
boat. The directions are: Walk un- 
der the Roller Coaster, turn left at the 
Frozen Snow stand, and keep straight 
on till you get to the Skee-Ball alley 
and that isn’t it. Turn right there 
and walk down the hill to the Minia- 
ture Railway. I did as directed (de- 
touring at one of those hit-the-ball- 
with- a-mallet-and-make-the-bell-ring- 
jiggers where I drove the ball up to 
500 which was marked SISSY) and 
found the toy train. 

This train is a lulu, the 
squats in his cab and 
works the throttle; lit- 
tle puffs of real smoke _€ 
come out of the chim- 


ney (they [ruck DRIVER] 


engineer 


probably 
have a midget inside 
on his back blowing up 
a cigarette for the ef 
fect), the tracks lead 
down the pier for 
ibout 500 yards, and 
there, men, we came 
on the good ship S. S. 
Mandalay. 

My fellow passen- 
gers seemed to be the 
pick of Saturday’s 
Line-Up at Police 
Headquarters and they 
were all very salty al- 
beit a little pickled to 
boot. We had an 


(Cont’d on page 2 
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oME months ago several well 
~ known liberals-about-town sat 
around and discussed censorship, 
its evils, its precedents, its legality, 


and the gentlemen who practice it. 
What seemed so odd to me was that 
they talked of censors, and people who 
invoked them, as one would talk about 
worthy gentlemen, deserving of a fair 
fight. 

I think a look at the things censors 
do indicates the one unpardonable, in- 
furiating characteristic of the profes- 
sional censor. When you come right 
down to it, it is hard to get holier- 
than-thou toward a family man who 
has worked for his political party and 
who supports three or four grown 
children by serving as its appointed 
censor. The system is wrong, of 
course, and the public should change 
the system, and all that, but if the man 
held his job as easily and tolerantly 
as an ordinarily healthy patrolman 
who doesn’t go around arresting every 
petty offender on his beat (in fact, 
he’d have the jails full if he did)— 
if he regarded it as a means of sup- 
port and not as a means of entrance 
into the pearly gates, you couldn't 
honestly regard him as a worm. 

But I have read censor cuts, and I 
have heard them talk; and sex, crime, 
immorality, and espionage actually do 
not interest them so much as fun. For 
instance: In “The Public Enemy” a 
hoodlum shoves a grapefruit into the 
face of his girl friend. Admitted, it 
is nota pleasant custom, nor one prac- 
ticed in the best of families. However, 
the scene was consistent with the char- 
acter, it was not immoral, to be pre- 
cise, and it hardly would lead the en- 
tire male population to buy grape- 
fruits for their spouses’ faces. The 
scene was important mostly because, 
shocking, it was good for a tremendous 
laugh. And that scene was cut in 
three states. The very censors who 
cut it allowed a murder to be shown, 
they allowed the last, gruesome scene 
in “The Public Enemy”—(as grisly a 
thing as you'll find in pictures)—to 
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be shown, yet they wouldn’t let the 
grapefruit go. It was funny. It was 
coarse, hard-boiled, but it was funny. 


fe the reason the New England 

fathers called the fiddle the devil’s 
instrument, for the reason prohibition 
officers now harass poor coal miners 
for making wine to drink at home— 
for these reasons censors are not to be 
regarded as gentlemanly opponents. 
They can make fine speeches about 
the children and about state’s rights, 
but, when you get right down to it, 
they actually have that inner hatred 
of gaiety that made Anthony Com- 
stock arrest a tailor for having the 
dummy of a woman in his store win- 
dow—they have that fire and brim- 
stone gnawing at their vitals which 
makes them writhe every time they 
see two young people swinging down 
the street arm in arm. And there is 
no cure for these gentlemen, and there 
is no decent, humane way to treat 
them. It’s a great mistake to imagine 
you can treat them on a legal basis. I 
heard Mr. John S. Sumner debate last 
year and he called Assemblyman 
Langdon Post old-fashioned, bitter 
names while Mr. Post did nothing but 
introduce a bill into the Legislature 
politely asking that body to do away 
with Mr. Sumner’s organization. 










Recommended 


“The Front Page”’—The best directed 


picture of the season 


“Night Nurse’—Careless but tough 
picture of nurse-life. 


_ “The Public Enemy”—A tough, real- 
istic gang picture. The best of them all. 


“Smart Money”—By the authors of 
“The Public Enemy.” Amusing and 
well acted. 


“The Smiling Lieutenant”—A couple 
of good-looking girls and Mons. Cheva- 
lier, all put to good use by Lubitsch. 


“The Viking’”—An exciting story of 
seal hunting off the coast of Labrador. 
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Rather than debate with the censors 
I think we might include prohibition 
fanatics, and go about with a Flit 
sprayer full of some pleasant-smelling 


lethal gas. It wouldn’t be any more 
damaging to civilization than raiding 
struggling book-sellers, or cutting pic- 
tures in the privacy of offices so that 
a hard-working, tired citizenry may 
not have a chance to laugh long and 
heartily. 
“Fae Man 1N Possession” is an 
English farce, which is to say it 
is a play about money, but the pro- 
ducers ignored Elder Hays and the 
censors, and inserted seme bedroom 
scenes that don’t mean maybe, so if it 
comes to you I advise you to see it, by 
all means. A British cast helps make 
the show above ordinary; and young 
Robert Montgomery handles himself 
very well. 


Some day when I get around to that 

twenty-volume edition of my later 
works, I am going to write a long 
essay concerning the British play. I 
have not yet put my finger on the 
fundamental gauchérie that seems to 
permeate all drama from our cousins. 
Gentlemen without money have some- 
thing to do with it. And the colonies 
contribute to the musty malodorous air 
of English play. Whatever it is, there 
is an unmistakable vulgarity in a ma- 
jority of so-called English farces and 
melodramas. There always is the fel- 
low who makes nasty cracks at women 
—and when I mean nasty, I mean a 
choir-boy vindictiveness. There always 
is the fellow who cheats at cards, or 
blackmails, or sells out the state se- 
erets. And there is the fellow who 
never pays the tradesman and there 
is the fellow who borrows only from 
gentlemen. And there is the divorced 
woman who drips venom languidly 
across the stage. And all this, mind 
you, is supposed to be funny. If I 
find the exact answer I'll let you have 
it. Meantime I find British humor a 
trifle grim and realistic. 
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“Now, in about an hour, Bill, the shadow of the pine oughta fall on the beetle.” 
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“You’re in luck, sir—there’s a hundred dollars’ reward for him! 
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[: you've ever had the itch to learn 

what went on when a Russian agi 
tator was banished to Siberia by the 
Czar, you can get the whole truth in 
a totally absorbing book called “The 
Road to Oblivion,” written by Vladi- 
mir Zenzinov and put down by Isaac 
Don Levine. Vlad (Zenzie or just 
plain ““Dook,” if you wish) was a bad 
boy during the Czarist days, dropping 
bombs in the Czarina’s oatmeal, being 
caught in the Grand Duchess Marie’s 
clothes hamper and generally getting 
into everybody’s hair. For these mal- 
apranks he was sent to Siberia a few 
times to stand in the corner and learn 
to behave. 

But each time Zenzie managed to 
make good his escape. Which, it turns 
out from reading this book, was not 
the most difficult thing in the world. 
lor exile meant not imprisonment but 
different 


as the saving goes. 


banishment, which is a 
bucket of news 
Anyway, having made himself a con- 
siderable pest so many times, and hav- 
red-handed at the 


incorrigibly, the 


ing been caught 
crossroads again, 
Czar decided to put Zenzie away on a 
Siberian top shelf, and far back, too. 
So he had him sent to Russkoye Ustye, 
which is pretty far north, barely being 
on the map, about a thousand miles 
from the North Pole, and containing 
the handsome population of about a 
hundred half-frozen Mongols and six 
houses. And it is with this little cool 
section of Zenzie’s life that the book 
has to do. 

Nobody had ever been put so far 
back before, and the trip from Si- 
berian civilization took months, being 
made under pressing difficulties, to say 
the least. Reindeer and dogs supplied 
the gasnerl, and blizzards and cold the 
Zenzie (‘“Dook’’) had to lay 
in four years’ supplies, and the curi- 
ous part of the whole thing was that 
everybody, including the government, 
about his 
He was handsomely outfit- 
ted with all kinds of books, meteoro- 
logical instruments and other scien- 
tific paraphernalia and expected to 
carry on scientific inquiry. 

On his arrival, instead of being 
treated as a loathsome Capone, nobody 
knowing how to read and nobody 
knowing much about anything any- 
way, he was looked on as an honored 
guest by the primitives in the town. 
He fell at once into their way of life 
and became a sort of modern Robin- 


Inenace, 


was extremely solicitous 


comforts. 


son Crusoe, doing as the other icicles 
did. Fishing, hunting, admiring the 
Aurora Borealis and keeping warm 
being the chief occupations, he did 
them all heartily. He got his mail 





every six months and learned to like 
frozen fish and go without bathing. 
(These people bathe twice a lifetime: 
at birth and before they marry.) 
Deciding to escape, he was bowed 
out of the village by everybody, and 
exited, carrying his entire belongings 
carefully crated and 
cape, you see, 
Siberia. 


packed. Es- 
is a simple matter in 
All you do is pack up and 
hike it—about nine thousand miles 
thru an ice-cold hell, and there you 
are at freedom. 

He went to Verkhoyansk, lying in a 
huge, windless Siberian bowl, a curi- 
ous earth formation, which allows that 
town to attain such mild temperatures 
as 95 degrees below zero. Life here, 
in the really cold weather, naturally 
Here 
Vlad found that your breath made 
loud noises as it came out and froze. 
A glass of water tossed in the air 
would freeze into crystals before com- 
ing down. Marmots, frozen hard as a 
brick, would melt into life before a 
fire, or you could cut them in two, de- 
pending on how you felt about mar- 
Birds froze in full flight and 
dropped at your feet. And so on. 


becomes a zero as you can see. 


mots. 


He failed to get away, however, 
and finished out his four years. It’s 
the most entertaining autobiographical 
travel book we’ve read since “Green 
Hell,” and what a book for the hot 


dog days! 


E suppose we ought to be 
ashamed for liking Collette and 
Willy’s “Young Lady of Paris,” and 
a lot of Boston people are going to 
write in and suggest to the editor 


that the Gerry Society ought to han- | 


dle our case. But we found it—de 
praved taste or no depraved taste 
the best book by Collette yet. It is 
pure Gallic in its intent, aim and pur- 
pose and, roughly speaking, a cay- 
enne-flavored from La Vie 
Parisienne. 


serial 


A’ for Margaret Widdemer’s “Truth 
About Lovers” — we’re ashamed 
we never did get into that. You see. 
a nice Old Aunt of ours was going 
abroad. We had the book under our 
arm at the time, the dust cover was so 
treacly looking and the title so mean- 
ingful, it cried aloud to be given to a 
maiden. We slipped it to the old girl 
just as the boat was sliding out so’s 
she wouldn’t get a chance to sling it 
back at us. But you don’t know our 
Aunt. The book fell in between the 
ship and the dock. Well, the old girl’s 
crap-shooting arm is good, too. 
—Terp SHANE 
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When 
vou load yourself 
with too much 


lunch 


Irs all too easy to over-eat at noontime. 
But it’s pretty hard to keep awake when 
your digestion lags with its load. 

Then do the sensible thing; chew astick 
of Beeman’s — the pepsin gum! It aids 
digestion because it was originated by 
Dr. Beeman to accomplish that purpose 
in an easy, pleasant way. 

When you taste this delicious chewing 
gum, you'll understand how it has held 
the favor of millions for more than 30 
years. Next time you're in a drug store, 
ask for a pack of Beeman’s. 


BEEMAN’S 
PEPSIN GUM 
aids digestion 
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**To be sure it ain’t half as much fun 
as the genuine thing, but....... 





«+e. there ain’t no chance..... 


. . Spoiling our sport 
Le, with a Flit Gun!...”’ 












THE BRADFORD 
of BOSTON 


A MODERN 
MID-TOWN HOTEL 
15 floors devoted to luxurious hos- 
pitality. Every room with bath. Single 
$3-54. Double, $4.50-$7. 
L.C. PRIOR MANAGEMENT 
TREMONT ST.—near Boston Common 
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Don’t hide your hands 


You can be sure you won't be criticized 
when nails are tlear neat, orderly 


Keep them that way w'th a Gem Nail 
Clipper, handy compact, for pocket 
use. At drug and cutlery stores. Gem 
50c, Gem Jr illustrated 


The H. C. COOK CO. 
3 Beaver St. Ansonia, Conn. 


Gem Ciippérs 











Mr. Lenz has held, fourteen times, the National and International eee and W hist Champio omships, 
/ 1 


Those wi 4 Yt department f Judge will erstand why the lat wOour ©. 1 ca id: 
“Sidney Lenz is undoubtedly the most remarkalt ard player the worl ld has ever kn mn 

Mr. Lens will we me correspondence from Ju ly ye readers and will give advice and answer questions 
related t Auc tion and Contract, provided correspondents send stamped, addressed envelopes for reply. 


T# so-called “psychic bid” at Con- 
tract is a disturbing element in the 
game that possibly causes more acri- 
monious discussion than any other 
feature of Contract bidding. The 
psychic bid is an attempt to deceive 
by bidding what you haven't got. 
When the partner, as well as the ad- 
versary, is fooled, no ethical objection 
to this form of chicanery can be logi- 
cally put forth. As a matter of fact, 
the misinformation to the partner is 
usually more harmful than the hoped- 
for gain in deceiving the enemy unless 
there is some sort of an understanding 
between the partners as to when the 
unorthodox declaration is coming off. 
Such private understandings are on 
a par with any other form of cheating 
at cards and would not be tolerated at 
any decent clubs. 

There are quite a number of excel- 
lent players who love to indulge in 
psychics but would not think of re- 
sorting to secret conventions or meth- 
ods that are considered unfair. 

When, however, such players meet 
with more than usual success, they 
leave themselves open to accusations 
that cannot be downed. While it may 
be merely coincidence, any two play- 
ers who team together a lot and never 


| misread their psychic bids will assur- 


edly be regarded with suspicion by 
their fellow players. 

Considerable of the pleasure that 
players derive from a good game of 
cards is lost when tactics are em- 


| ployed that a reasonable player can- 


not be expected to understand from 

the natural mechanics of the game. 
Contrary to general belief, there 

are still some card players who do not 


play Bridge. 


I was told recently by a_poker- 
player that Bridge was too much for 
him, because he could never remember 
all the cards. He had been given to 
understand this was an important fac- 
tor in playing Bridge. 

Very few Bridge addicts appear to 
remember the cards below an honor, 
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although their usual excuse is that 
they have been a bit careless. It is 
rather heartrending to have your part- 
ner trump your good Queen, as hap- 
pened to me in this year’s national 
tournament at Hanover, N. H., but as 
an offset we succeeded in defeating an 
opposing contract by drawing the dec- 
larant’s last trump with a card that 
could hardly be called an honor. 


@964 
YKT72 
0965 
@Q432 





@AQ102 
9943 
OAQS4 
4aK9 


Goce secured the contract at two 
. Spades, and while his play could 
not be called exactly perfect, it must 
be admitted that the breaks were all 
against him. The Queen of Hearts 
was opened, won in dummy and the 
suit returned. 

East put up the King, led a low 
trump and the ten was finessed to the 
Jack. West thought it wise to let 
dummy get in a trump and returned a 
Heart, which was trumped and the 
last Spade led. East covered with the 
nine and the Queen was lost to the 
King. Now the top Heart was led 


and cleverly trumped by partner with 


the six, South overtrumping with the 
Ace. Dummy was put in with the 
Ace of Clubs and the Jack of Dia- 
monds was then led. The finesse lost 
to the King and West had the supreme 
thrill of leading the three of trumps 
and picking up the declarant’s two. 
And that is remembering the cards to 
the very last pip. 
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(Continued from page 21) 


cort in the shape of a Coast Guard 
cutter which cruised around the boat 
all the way home to watch for booze, 
[ presume, though they did nothing to 
slow up the pursuit of Eros and, all 
around, loving couples were living life 
to the full, telling the sweetest story 
ever told and learning about Londos 
holds from one another. 

There was a hot dance orchestra 
and some pretty nifty hip throwing, as 
the better critics have it. 
the program with the Tiger Rag un- 
der the lee of the Statue of Liberty 
and I thought I detected the old girl’s 
left hip moving just a little. 

All in all, it’s a good trip, if two of 
you can fit on a camp stool and you 
don't 
else’s girl, maybe picking up a little 
black 


by a 


They closed 


mind being kissed by someone 


around the eve, administered 


hard, misunderstanding fist. 


Hihattractions 


BALL of orange ice in a glass of 
ginger ale for a swell summer 
drink. Old JupGe covers, which 
make a swell ceiling border for your 
game room and will some day be as 
valuable as Currier & Ives’ prints if 
you live that long. .. . For the ladies: 
slip covers for your purse to match the 
dress you're wearing. Dunhill’s 
Fountain Shaving Brush 
contains a tube of soap in the handle, 
ind a twist works it... . The new zip- 
per Week-end kitbags and the fitted 
suitcase that contains a miniature bar, 
vacuum container for ice 
cubes. The “Speakeasy Girl” 
cocktail shaker sold by Covici Friede, 
book publishers, who seem to be go 
ing in for a little new side-line. 
Odd McIntyre who helped himself to 
Fortnum & Mason, 
sans credit. . Ted Healey, Jr., in 
“Crazy Quilt,” and the sweet song 
therein called “In the Merry Month 
of Maybe.” 


new which 


including a 


my piece about 


Best Steppers 
W irHout That Gal! & When the 
Moon Comes Over the Moun- 
tains (Waltz )—Reisman—Victor. 
The Hour of Parting—Bert Lown 


Victor. 
Star Dust—King—Victor. 
How the Time Can Fly—Lom- 


bardo—Columbia. 

You Can’t Stop Me from Loving 
You & I Wonder What’s Keeping My 
Prince Charming—Shilkret—Victor. 

Look in the Looking Glass & Nev- 
ertheless—Hamp—Victor. 

The Nightmare & Black and Tan 
Fantasy—MceCoy—Columbia. 

—JupGE, JR. 
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IT COST BILLIONS 


OF DOLLARS TO BUILD 


YET YOU CAN USE IT FOR A FEW CENTS A DAY 








EVERY TIME you telephone you share 
the benefits of a nation-wide com- 
munication system using eighty mil- 
lion miles of wire and employing four 
hundred thousand people. It repre 
sents a plant investment of more than 
four thousand million dollars, yet you 
can use a part of it for as little as five 
cents . for considerably less on a 
monthly service basis. 

The organization that makes eff 
cient telephone service possible is 
called the Bell System, yet it is as 
truly yours as if it were built spe- 
cially for you. For every telephone 
message is a direct contact between 
you and the person you are calling. 

At any hour of the day or night, 
the telephone stands ready and wait- 
ing to carry your voice to any one of 
twenty million other telephone users 
in this country. It knows no rest or 


sleep, or class or creed. All people— 


everywhere—may use it equally. Its 


very presence gives a feeling of se- 
curity and confidence and of nearness 
to everything. 

Many times. during the day or 
week or month, in the ordinary affairs 
of life and in emergencies, you see the 
value of the telephone and realize the 
indispensable part it plays in every 
business and social activity. 

The growth of the Bell System 
through the past fifty-five years and 
the constant improvement in service 
may well be called one of the great 
achievements of this country. Greater 
even than that are the policies, im- 
provements and economies that make 
this service possible at such low cost. 

Of all the things you buy, probably 
none gives so much for so little as 
the telephone. 
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Some Fun 


r was in a Republic Theatre un- 
dressing room and one of Mr. Min- 
sky’s hefties had just returned from a 
The gals greeted her af- 
earyr ””? . 
lell us,” yipped one 
of them, “just what was your biggest 
thrill?” 


honeymoon. 
fectionately. 


“Thumbing my nose at the house 


detectives !” 
—Watter WINCHELL 

in the Daily Mirror 
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Av if there’s any more towing to 
be done, why not tow the North 
Pole to the Nautilus? 
—Rvusse_ Crouse 
in the N. Y. Evening Post 


Certain Central African natives 
have a ceremony which includes beat- 
ing the ground with clubs, uttering 
savage cries, and then imbibing freely 
of a potent native spirit. This ex- 
plains the rumor that someone had 
been teaching them to play golf. 

—Hvumorist 
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ARE 
YOU 
CONTRACTING? 


—— 
(an insincerity complex) 
A YEAR AGO you could get 


by with— 


"Sorry, but | don't care for 
Contract Bridge. The old game 
is good enough for me.’ 


NOW, 
that you were afraid Contract 


anybody would know 
was beyond your capabilities. 


ANY BRIDGE PLAYER may be- 
come a sound Contract player 
after ten minutes’ study of 


“MY SYSTEM OF 
CONTRACT BIDDING" 
(Third Edition) 


This book explains the One-Two- 
Three System of bidding. 


Simple, Logical, Conclusive. 


Also a full exposition of the 
Challenge Bid, to take the place 
of the Informatory Double, which 
has been officially adopted by 
the Knickerbocker Whist Club 
and the Contract Bridge Club 
of New York. 


JUDGE PUBLISHING CO 


18 EAST 48th STREET 


NEW YORK, N. Y. 

Please send me copies of “My 
System of Contract Bidding Third 
Edition), by Sidney $. Lenz 
per copy, including shipping | om 
enc 

Ser C.O.0 0 
Parcel Pos 
"My System f Contract Bidding 


(Third Edition), by Sidney S. Lenz. 
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CITY STATE 














Sandusk 








MABEL 


| relia Borgia Patoo! :e 


the 106 pound strong women of 


Ohio, Tosses sfeel 


grders tS workers on 


Sky Scrapers 





THE YEARLING HEIFEr OWNED By CY HooPer 
OF WINDFALL INDIANA HAS BEEN “TRAINED TO Pu STUMPS 


Wid HER TAIL. 
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A pet period belonging to little 
| Izzy Kinkel of Chicago, 1S . 

| Growing 4 tal. Izzy doesn t- 
know whether it is going to he a 
comma or just an apostrophe. 

















UNDETECTED SCOUNDRELS 
| The Fiend Who Put the Overalls in Mrs. Murphy’s Chowder! 






































A DAY IN THE LIFE OF FLOYD GIBBONS 
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110 AM.- CRASHED INTO MOUNTAIN 11.02 AM, Picked UP Gy ROVING BAND 
OF BEVOUINS HELD CAPTIVE 
TO> 
a“ 
7 
4 
/ 
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2.17 PM.-BOARDED -TRAMP SCHOONER 
FOR to 


1.PmM. BRIBED BEDOUIN 


CHIEF, 


WAS RELEASED BOUND 2-MOSA. 





oo P.M. WRECKED By TYPHOON OFF STORRM-SWEPT SEA 


COAST OF MADAGASCAR IN UPEN 


4.30 RM.- GRAVED 


BOAT. 
J 


_— 


uuLhmM - DROPPED INTO DEEP JUNGLE 


SOMEWHERE NEAR AFRICAN GOLD COAST. 
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5.°°PM.- MANAGED TO GET TO OFFICE 
BY MoTORBOAT Just IN Time TO write 
sfory_FoR LAST EDITIUN. 
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U.u8 PM.- CAPTURED By 
ESCAPED UNDEF 


CANNIGALS AND 
HEAVY FIRE. 











TARIFF HOT 
ABOVE FI 
CGLASSHOTE 


SIAV™ GCORGE 
PARI s 





Judge thanks the advertisers who 
have made it possible for this magazine 
to announce that space ordered for 
1931 exceeds total volume for 1930. 














John Hancock Series 


Good News 
for Family Men 


Fin, dollars per 
month or more guaranteed income 
to your family, if you are not here 
to give them your personal support, 
until your youngest child has passed 
the dependent years, is now pos- 
sible to holders of standard John 
Hancock policies, subject to com- 
pany regulations. 

The new FAMILY INCOME 
PROVISION, which gives this 
added protection to your family at 
the time they most need it, is ob- 
tained at a moderate extra cost. 
The amount of the policy itself is 
held intact and at the end of the 
Family Income period is paid in 
full to your beneficiary. 

If you are not already a John 
Hancock policyholder, you may ob- 
tain these benefits in connection 
with new policies. The details are 
fully explained in our booklet, “In- 
come for the Family.” 


Wo 


LiFE INSURANCE COMPANY 


OF BosTON. MaSSacHuSseTTS 





Joun Hancock Inoumy Bureau 

197 Clarendon Street, Boston, Mass. 
Please send me your booklet, “Income for 
the Family.”’ 


Name 


Address 








Over Sixt) 








Fight Years in Business 
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BERMUDA 


$60.00 Round Trip — 





Sail for a glorious vacation at this British play- 
ground on the champion of the Bermuda run, the 
S.S. Pan America, or sister ships Western World, 
Southern Cross or American Legion. Sailings twice 
weekly including Saturday. Next two sail- 
ings August lth and 15th. Special low summer 
rates. 5 days, all expenses $66. 7 days $78. 
S. S. Pan America goes direct to dock at 
Hamilton, Bermuda, thus saving inconveni- 
ence of transfer by tender. 

NASSAU : MIAMI- HAVANA 
12-day, all-expense cruises via S. S. Munargo 
fortnightly from New York on Saturdays. Next | 
two sailings August 15th and 29th, $125. | 
The ship is your luxurious hotel. 2 days in Nassau, | 


2 days in Miami, 2 days in Havana. Sightseeing 
trips at all ports. 


All sailings from Pier 64, N. R., Manhattan 


For further information ow all tours see local tourist agent or 


MUNSON STEAMSHIP 


LINES 
67 Wall Street, New York BOwling Green 9-3300 


in DETROIT 


...+ the General Motors, Fisher 
and New Center Buildings ore 
removed by but five short blocks 
from Hotel Seward, uptown Detroit's 
leading hostelry. 600 units with 
bath, $2.50 per day and upwards 

HOTEL SEWARD 
W. E. Snyder, Mgr. 


SEWARD AT WOODWARD, DETROIT 
ee A aaa 

















JUDGE pays $10 for each Cross Word 


Puzzle accepted from its readers. 


DETROIT’S 


FINEST UPTOWN HOTEL 


+ + is near the General 
Motors, Fisher and New 
Cenjey Buildings, also 


automobile plants. 


A courteous thoughtful staff. 
Excellent Cuisine. 


Luxurious rooms at $3.00 per day. 
THE 


Abinaton 


at 700 SEWARD 
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Horizontal 
This does not choose to run or rainy days 
There's one of these borne every minute in a cafeteria. 


There's a catch to thi 


The best part of 






opera—only one person sings it. 

A place where you get towels 

The thing you don't get in a baked apple 

Fortunes are m ry 

Next week's | 

The end of a good pencil. 

Automatic rejectors 

The k.nd of hat the wife want 

Don't be late to meet this 

What the offspring of a 
A bar that’s worth its weight in gold 

Eternity to a poet 

Just a little yack 

This is almost entirely surrounded 
liquor (abbr.). 

The master in the 

It's a gift. 

This is under your very nose 

You'll regret it if you do th 

Where the beer racket started 

French name. 

Nobody lives for this. 

Gave. 

Here's a pretty scramble for yo 

Early American skyscraper 

This is often in hot water but gets hardened to it. 
A waiting man. 

To do this your cue must be on the up and up. 

Where this word belongs. 

A shallow dive 

Stakes one’s winnings agair 


rere ever 


ib chops 


by water and full of 


house 


vs. 

Pop, the Weasel. 

“My God !” said the heathen when he saw this. 
Here's a tip for you 

What grandpa did to grandma down the lane. 
Mischa Elman, roman style 

Fox passes. 

Wise guys 

What the Seven Little Peppers did and did and did. 


Vertical 


Ditto. 

What any congressman's speech is 
This comes out in the best of suits 
Women sailors get stuck on 

This word usually has a point to it. 
Keeps putting his oar in 

Wolfed. 

An article used by Elizabethans. 
The rest of the night. 

Caponied. 

This has two tunnels at one end and a bridge at the other. 
Old style Jim Londos. 

This is fresh. 
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20. A hangover on shipboard 

22. Dora says this is a kind of nonsense but it seems fishy 
to us. 

23. Feminine activity (obsolete). 

25. This makes the dirt fly. 

26. Something off the main route and all wet. 

27. Related to Dumb Dora. 

28. It's useless Tibet you can scale this. 

30. This often confronts Hindenburg. 

31. What you do when your love runs away with you. 

32. A depressing word on pressing bills. 

35. This is depressed by athlete's foot 

36. This makes little ones out of big ones. 

39. This makes old men young. 

2. The Raven said this and more. 

45. The lowdown from the peanut gallery (plur.), 

The only secret a woman can keep. 

48. What a man calls his wife out loud. 

51. These are washable and fit under your hat. 

54. The men ahead of you. 

56. Chickea food (plur.). 

57. You'll find a lot of hot women here. 

58. This goes to the opera with M’sieu. 

59. Toswear decently. 

60. No bull about this. 

61. What they try to do on the level in New York. 

52. Long, long ago. 

63. Turtleish. 

65. A seat-grabber. 

69. Egyptian ultra-violet machine. 
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HOW 
IT 
HAPPENED 


Which is where JUDGE comes 


in. At the cycological moment 


y Mr. Ait J. Aloe wheeled freely 
nto the JUDGE office with a 


Big Idea. Listening carefully to 


this idea, the editors promptly 


rejected it (you know how ed- 


itors are, dear reader), but no 
poner had they gotten rid of 
Mr. Aloe 


Jered him and buried his body 


(some say they mur- 


under the floor boards) than 
they appropriated his 5 
enthusiastically as though it had 
been their own brainchild, and 
arrival, they 


‘d ' 
se els- 
5€ els 


full of joy at a job well done 


Cera 
to celebrate its 


went out to raise a few 


(not to mention Mr. Aloe). To- 
day you will find this idea given 
to the world through the JUDGE 


puzzles.* 


AND NOW 


JUDGE 


ANNOUNCES ITS 


3rd 


CROSS WORD 
PUZZLE BOOK 


JUDGE PUBLISHING CO.., Inc. 
18 East 48th Street 
New York, N. Y. 


DEAR SIRS: 
PLEASE SEND ME 


PER COPY 
NAME 
ADDRESS 


CITY STATE 


*We quote from the Foreword. 


COPIES OF JUDGE’ 
3RD CROSS WORD PUZZLE BOOK, AT $1.50 











Anything for a Laugh 
(Continued from page 6) 


my smashing a man’s fenders this af 
ternoon coming home from town. It 
didn’t hurt our car hardly at all 

anyway, it 


the man said he didn’t have any in 
surance either, and he said he’d drop 
Isn’t that 
funny how it slipped my mind ?—but 
I’ve had my mind so on the darling 
dresses I bought in town. John, aren't 
you enjoying yourself? 


im to see you tomorrow. 


so much I’m simply speechless. Aren’t 
your 

“Yeah.” 

“Oh, look, the poor blind girl’s got 
ten a letter from her landlord. Well. 
isn't that a coincidence? We got a 
letter like that this morning, John— 
I forgot to show it to you. Practically 
the same words, only we owe eighty 
five instead of dollars. 
Isn’t that should see _ it 


, 


twenty-two 
funny we 
here?’ 

“Yeah. A wow.” 


“Oh, look, and now poor Charlie 


Chaplin’s going to get fired just when | 
he needs money the most. Well, that’s | 
what’s happening to everybody these | 


days. You might lose your job any 
day, mightn’t you, John, for all we 


know? 


you hadn't and lost all that 
money on that old prize fight last 
month. ... He’s getting a telegram. 
Oh, John, that reminds me, I forgot to 
tell you, I got a telegram from 
Mother and Aunt Pearl and they’re 
coming to visit us. . .. Oh, how can 
you help just howling?—I've abso- 
lutely got 
cheeks—haven't you?” 

“Yeah.” 

“Oh, look, burglars! Oh, John, I 
just remembered I left the apartment 
door unlocked! I bet everything we 


gone 


tears rolling down my 


own is stolen—you know all those 
house-breakings we've been reading 


about in our neighborhood lately. . 

What?—We ought to go home? There 
you go being a killjoy again! Every- 
thing’s probably gone by this time 
anyway and we can't do anything 
about it. Oh, well, I suppose there’s 
nothing to do but humor you when 
you're in a mood like this. 
you're just 


I declare, 
as gloomy and glum as 
got here. Well, you can’t 
say I don’t do my part, and if you 


when we 


haven't got- any sense of humor, it 
certainly isn’t my fault!” 


All Wet 


The latest vaudeville act is that of a 

| man who plays the saxophone under 

The trouble is, however, that 
you can’t keep a good saxophonist 

| down. 


water. 


—EveNING Post 
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would still run. But it 
certainly did ruin the other car and | 





I’ve laughed | 








... Oh, look, boxing. Well, we'd | 
| be a whole lot better off right now if 


e ie 
| = 
SOueGce INM 
Tomaro wulct 
COcKTAit 





~=S 


ERSONALITY on tap... zestful, 
healthful, stimulating College Inn 
Tomato Juice Cocktail. Ask for a long, 
cool glass when you're feeling your 
lowest. Nothing like it! 

Red, ripe, juice-laden tomatoes— 
the pick of the crop—seasoned to 
bring out the last fine shade of de- 
licious flavor—not over-spiced. 

You will agree that only College 
Inn’s famous chefs could make such a 
cocktail. Enjoy it today—and often. 
At your dealer’s. 


THE ORIGINAL 


Inn 


COLLEGE INR 
acy. aaa 





TOMATO JUICE 
COCKTAIL 


Couirece Inn Foop Propucts Co, 
Hotel Sherman, Chicago 
415 Greenwich Street, New York 
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“So you want to rent a horse, son. Any certain kind?” 
“Yeah—a good long one. Nine o’ us is goin’!” 


LAUGHING regularly comes from reading 
JUDGE each week. Every issue is a new and com- 
plete review, filled with smiles that run into hilarious 


laughter. 


SUBSCRIBE NOW 


JUDGE—18 East 48th Street 8-8-31 
New York, N. Y. 


Please send JUDGE for [] | year, $5.00. [] 2 years, $7.80. 
[] 21 weeks, $2.00. Money enclosed. ' 
to 
Name 


Address 


| ae ... State 

















CTHE THEATRE 
(Continued from page 16) 


nett, W. S. Maugham, James Joyce, 
Ludwig Lewisohn, Aldous Huxley, 
George Moore and Bernard Shaw. 

25. That society women who go on 
the stage are invariably instantaneous 
duds and never in the least make good. 
As, for example, Bessie Abbott, Leslie 
Carter, Kitty Cheatham, Clara Blood- 
good, Ellis Jeffreys, Nellie Melba, 
Elsie De Wolfe, Elita Proctor Otis, 
Mrs. James Brown Potter, Lily Lang- 
try, Elizabeth Tyree, Hope Williams, 
ete. 

26. That a tomato juice cocktail 
will promptly cure one of an awful 
hangover. 

27. That when you make a trip to 
Europe on such fast ocean liners as 
the Europa or the Bremen, you hardly 
take your hat off than you have to put 
it on again. 

28. That all members of the late 
Russian nobility now in New York are 
to be found working at Saks’, Bonwit- 
Teller’s or as cab-starters in front of 
Russian restaurants. 

29. That the kings and queens of 
Europe can’t wait until Charlie Chap- 
lin, Douglas Fairbanks and Mary 
Pickford come over so that they can 
entertain them. 

30. That when Al Capone dies 
(note to printer: please watch tense) 
he will probably leave all his money 
to charity to prove that, after all, he 
was a much maligned fellow. 

31. That William Randolph Hearst 
pays unbelievably large salaries to his 
employés and that if one of them is 
fired at the end of the first week he is 
therefore still about a year ahead of 
the game anyway. 

32. That during the summer festi- 
val season at Salzburg the place is 
chock full of great art lovers who re- 
main aloof from the cafés and devote 
their days and nights to drinking in 
Mozart. 

33. That it is very easy for an 
American girl with a voice to make a 
big hit in opera in Europe, even if she 
doesn’t stand a chance of getting into 
the Metropolitan. 

34. That a young girl in Soviet 
Russia has a new lover every month, 
that he always moves into her room 
and lives there gratis, and that if a 
baby is born the government supports 
it and leaves the girl and her beau 
free to build dairies and bridges under 
the Five-Year Plan. 

35. That all the English lecturers 
who come to America go back home 
with piles of money. 

36. And that Nathan must be a fool 
if he thinks you are one of those who 
believes most of these things. 





EDWARD LANGER PRINTING CO., INC., JAMAICA, N. Y. 
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ETECTIVE 
STORIES 
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101 Masterpieces 

of Mysteries 





Law Beaters Richard Connell 
Tough Walter Davenport 
Tracks in the Snow 

ilfred Henry Lewis 
In Various Roles Maupassant 
Stolen White Elephant . Twain 


RE youa lover of detective stories? Then we have 
been working more than a year for you—whether 


you know it or not! And now at last, after a 


thorough sifting of the world’s literature, the 101 
Three Rings Boccaccio World’s Greatest Detective Stories of all time have been 
The Murder in the Mayor's 
Parlor J. S. Fletcher 


published in ONE amazing volume! 
The Tragedy in the Greek 


Their authors—of such varied nationalities and times 

a. = ee = ae as Boccaccio, Voltaire, Oppenheim, and Tolstoi! 

E. W. Hornung Their scope—every eo of crime. Blackmail, Ban- 
The Gray Seal Frank L. Packard a ee oe 
Talking Bird Harris ‘Dicks mn ditry, Murde r, I orgery, 4 ason ! : oe 
4 Capillary Crime..... IE ae Not one of this series is the ordinary “thriller” that 
The Night of Gems Sabatint 7 
The Lady with the Hatchet 


can be “seen through” 
Leblanc 


at once. Read the titles, and 
Arthur Train 


you'll see why hundreds of hours of real thrills await 
you! From the literature of 


Extradition 
The Four Just Men 


France, England, Spain, 
chil Edgar Wallace Russia, Italy, Arabia, Portugal, and America—the finest 
ngelo v , . . , 
The Debt Collector M. Level stories have been gleane l. Now they are ready to be 
Baber ve Spy , s Huge sent to you—bound in one slender, beautiful volume— 
issing age nna ree ° » —— > 
. Sestnteas Letter Poe for ONLY $.98. Less than lc. per story! 
Zadig V oltatre " ‘ zs 
agra te the ee a HOW CAN IT BE DONE ? 
id sTeen ussian sarnets 
Dr. Manette’s Manuscri > ii Many of these superb mystery tales have been, until 
anette's crip’ cke . ¢ ¢ 
Dick Turpin Prison Records now, hidden in the collected works 
\ Case of Somnambulism.Capuana 


Iron Shroud . Mudford 
Sharper of Alexandria 
4{rabian Nig its 


of the famous au- 
Few people dreamed that writers like Chekhov 
and Maupassant, for 


thors 


instance, were c: ipable of such 
ie lade ae exciting suspense, such breath-taking surprises. 
The Nail Alar oA The volume itself must be seen to be appreciated fully. 
The Confess Hume 
ee: PS wow Fi ine que ility thin paper makes it possible. P rinted in 
tt eel ter Vidoca large, readable type, beautiful grained cover, this latest 
Case of Identity . Doyle level i b : ‘ ; 
Ease of Ideathey. ey development in book-making will amaze and delight you 
Pen, Pencil and Poison . Wilde 


Vincent Cawdor, Commission Agent 
Oppenheim 


SEND NO MONEY 


eo 
Mr. Higginbotham’'s Catastrophe Just clip and mail the coupon. When the book oe” 
Hawthorne comes pay the postman 98c plus f ¢ 
yA) 10 < < a tew cents a 
Miss Yo al's lin I 
saise Voushate Sais a postage Y ut have a week to read and Ys 
Jacques Collin Balzac enjoy it before you decide whether you oe? WALTER 
D'Artagnan, Detective Dumas want to own it. If you do not de- a ~~ —_— Inc, 
Majesty of Justice 1. Froace cide that this is a treasure-chest oM —— > 
Rinconete and Cortadillo ( —— of thrilling and fascinating ra “1 ow ‘York a 
The Beaucaire Diligence Daiudet storie af 7 gees - ° . 
The Bet Chekhov Stories, return the book and o” Gentiemen: Please send 
loo Dear TAstot your money Ww ill be oe” me your new one-volume 
Cartouche French Criminal Records gladly refunded. You oe” edition of the World’s 101 
Rose of Tuolumne Harte risk nothing. So + Best Detective Stories—printed 
Three Strangers ; Hardy mail the cou- oe in large, clear type on opaque thin 
Tracked by Trappers ite Ouida pon today- oe” paper, bound in morocco - grained 
Knightsbridge Mystery ‘ Reade ite o” cloth. I will pay the postman on ar- 
T'wo Drovers ‘ Scott oe? rival 98c plus a few cents postage. After 
Jack Shepherd Chronicles . oe” one week, if I am not satisfied, I will re- 
Legend of Count Julian Irving __ turn it and you will refund the money. 
Condy Cullen and The Gauger.. .Carlion oe? 
o 
oe WOM... ceoeceesseseceeseses 
AND MANY OTHERS of 
@ Address 





State 





















































(onsidlen YOur Cones Gople {ps 
Don't Rasp Your Tnroat 
With Harsh Irritants 


“Reach for a 
LUCKY instead” 


Place your finger on your Adam's Apple. You are ac- 

tually touching your larynx — this is your voice box — 

it contains your vocal chords. When you consider your 

Adam's Apple, you are considering your throat — your 

: vocal chords. 
What is the effect of modern Ultra Violet Rays upon 
I tobacco? Dr. E. E. Free, one of America’s well-known 
scientists, who was retained by us to study Lucky 
it Strike'’s manufacturing process, addressing the 


Muminating Engineering Society, said: 


“The essential effect of the Ultra Violet is the 
production of better tobacco and of cigarettes 
regarded by virtually all smokers who have 
tested them as milder and with a lesser ten- 
dency to cause throat irritation.” 








Here in America LUCKY STRIKE is the only cigarette 
that employs Ultra Violet Rays in connection with its 
exclusive ‘“TOASTING” Process — the only cigarette 
that brings you the benefits of the exclusive “TOAST- 
ING” Process which expels certain harsh irritants 
present in all raw tobaccos. 














TUNE IN— 
The Lucky Strike 
Dance Orches- 
tra, every Tues 
day, Thursday 
and Saturday 


evening ower 
N. B. C. net- 
works. 


66 | 
* 
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It’s to 
Including the use of Ultra 


Sunshine Mellows —& 


Your Throat Protection — agaig 








GUADRI-COLOR CO., 


